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GREENWOOD LEAVES FROM OVER THE SEA.
No. 22.
Rome, November 17, 1852,

My Deag Mn. C——: | have now been
senrly » week in the Eternsl City, and aw
begnuing W feel at home, and comparatively
ot rest. Weam most pleasantly situnted in
the Corso, near the Piazza del Popolo, 8 sunny
ad ey whick hes she seputition of
erloet henlthiness. x r

Apeient Rome as yot affects me with u sin-
ur h'h""m-\l wonder. | gaze about me !Hl.lﬂy,
“uther than eagerly. | am too awe-struck to
i eurions. We spent one day umong the
p=: und though the sunshine was bnlliant
+ of June, and the breath of wild roses
wus afloat oo the soft air, that day was to me
of shandows and sadness. Could all the
wunshine that ever streamed out of heaven
ke testal brightuess in the mighty circle of

the Colizeam, thronged, as it is, to the aye of

the-spirit, with dark visions of fear and horror,
of fierce fight and deadly encounter, brutal
furocity and dinbolical oruelty! The blood of
unumerable martyrs seems yet rising from
tonce trampled and gory arenw, a cloud be-
r'f::n us nnd the besutiful skies. What a

Tul
s tha

Wb

terrible power hus a place like this over the
'\u]lg.ll'll\ll\lnr | there beheld not alone the half-
dckening half-intoxioating scenes of ancient
gladatorial combat ; but, us [ stood near one of
the ruined passages, by which the wild beasts,
sges 01 g3 B, Wore driven, mad with rage
and hunger, ll;um their black, subterranean
deps, into the noon-tide blaze of the amphi.
theatre, | involuntarily listened to hear them
roaring snd bounding beneath me. I involunta-
rily Jooked, to #ee them leaping into the arens,
with syes a-lame and jaws a-gape. | listened
 hour the first shriek of the Christian vic-
tims, and the mad yells, the applanding up-
ruar. of the heathen spectators. | seemed to see
the tiger burying his claws deep in the white
bosm of the maiden, and the fieree leopard
plaging with the mangled child, ere devouring
it | seemed to see the gray-haired old man
snd the dark-haired youth, after a vain,
brief struggle with their terrible foes, rent in
pisces | and. more fearful and Emable still, fuir
patricien dames looking on through all, with
culm, unblenched fuces, and young peasant
maidens clapping their brown bands, while
the long thunders of asclumation rolled round
the vast amphitheatre. =
Here, ns at the prisons of the Inquisition at
Avigoon, | exulted over the ruin about me
with joy unspeakable. Yet what a melan-
choly lesson does this chance coupling of these
two places present! The one is the seene of
fhe open, cruel, yet speedy martyrdom of the
varliest Christians, under s bloody pagan
power—the other the scene of the secret,
slow, infernally ingenious torture of Chris-
uuns, by fellow Christians! Could the mar-
' tyrs who suffered here have foreseen these
#hing:—have soen priests, in the pllee of beasts,
srending and racking, and disembowelling, to the
sound of pious chants, instead of ﬁm;ea shouts,
and in the name of the merciful Jesus, instead
of that of relentless Jove—could they have
tureseen thosa bitterer than heathen mocker-
1%, those bold blasphemies of the Most High
God, written Ly priestly hands, in the blood of
His children, would they have met the mad-
&ned heasts of the arena with such superhu-
wan serenity, such sublime faith, suffered with
such divine endurance, “ triumphed o'er desth,
and ssoended to God.”
Wea descended into the Catacombs by the
ususl entrance, at the church of San Sehas-
- tian.  These subterranean refuges of the early
Christians are indeed most melanchol . dis-
r._ml. awful plm-m. We were conducte by a
firty and miserable Franciscan friny, looking,
in the conrse brown dress of his order, as
though he had burrowed for a life-time in
those low, durk passagpes,

Wo each bore o toreh, yet never, | assure
viil, venlured to diverge from the way taken
1.}- our guide, or to fnﬁ more than a ylrd or
two bohind him.  He led us through a gloomy
and hewildering lnbyrinth, vault after vault,
pussage opening on passage, chill chambers of
deth, intorminable halls of night, where our
trehes seemed to struggle with the heavy air,
wid to bast fuint and learful gleamsinto the
profound depths of that ancient darkness, He
showed us ehapels and rude shrines, and every-
where sepulehres, hollowed from the sofe rock.
4% you know, the Catacombs onoce formed a
st under ground cemetery ; but since the
L!Jl!rll:ulii.tlliilll of Rowe, most of the bones
of the martyrs who perished here have heen
Femoved to less humble tombs in the churchea
Many are kept in costly cabinets and shrines,
s procions and holy relies. | shall never for-
gl a proup of graves, pointed out to me in
one of the chapel<.  They were those of & fi-
ther, mother, wnd two children, 1 involunta-
rily exclaimed—* Merciful Heaven! what u
slhm for chitdeon ' Poor lambs ! what won-

er thut they would not stay in this ehill and
sunlm}f abode, but soon &rug{l the ‘' green pas-
fures ™ and the ©wil waters” of the Good
Shepherd.  Puchaps, when they were first
brought .here, they wondered and questioned
why the morning was so long in coming ; per-
hiaps, when they were dying, they eri ' pite-
ously for the sunshine, the flowers, and  the
Pleasant gruss, Perhaps they died in utter
darkness, and the mother only knew when the
eherub aonl had esvaped from its double

10U and sseendod to the upper brightn
by feeling the little body grow stiff and col
Agwinst her desolate hosom.

A4 | said before, thess graves have been
rifled, wid the bones of the fuithfal Christisns
“ad the sacred vessels which held the blood of
taartyrdom, and stood in little niches nesr these
fraves, have heen borne away to cathedrals
“od monasteries, while the names rudely carved
-l-u thess stones have been enrolled smong the
diet waints of the Church. But who shall
Collect and enshrine the bones 1 ing in the
Seore dnnfoam and towers of the Inguisition !

hiat hold and pious hand could there have
€aught and treasured the blood which dripped

frow the wheel, or gplashed agsi
, t the walls
W’hm uh:l?ull: saints, who

of the oublivtes ¢
secret and died in extremest

there suffered iy
saguish, recoive their canonization

M_Wn drove past that proud tomb which has
¥ ¢ single name of a woman, amid the
s of centurios, above the destruction of
tipires, and the convalsions of a thousand
wars. Little could Cecilia Metella have dream.
°d that the inssription on the tomb raised by
Indgve, or pride,” "wbove her dust, would stand
Jifairlear when the lsnguage in which
writteiz hhiad been silenced over the
' the enryh—that the tomb itelf would ro.
wiin unlevend®d, slmost unbroken, when Rome
had mm '.:u‘l. ruin, ':-l"ilﬂ:
eoun
uhc:?lﬂ race had away out of all re.
membrance of the glory aad power which once
duzzled and ruled the world.
' We wlswo drove sling the Mbm.d

!

rAppisn Way, where recent exoavations
hrl:ldo“l“‘rll on Lo the very stones
uver which the ¢ of Roman conquerore
mce rolled, sod the of the Empire and
insslon vietory. Thick, on
mﬂmmy& rifled tombs, sad
| the bleck, tottering of houses—overy-

off to the left, the eye grow weary in following
miles on miles of ruined aqueducts. Amid the
destruction around, you wonder to see so much
of these grand works yet stunding, and you
almost expect to see them go duwniofm*e your
sight, arch alter arch.

The grotto over the fountain of Egeria is an
interesting bit of ruin, though stripped of its
rich marbles, and every way dilapidated. Of
the Temple of Bacchus there remains ennufl.
o & u faint vision of pillared and sculp-
tured beanty. But what a wilderness of rumn
are the Baths of Caracalla! The longer you
wunder among these stupendous remains, the
more you are amazed by the conceptions they
give you of the beauty and grandeur of those
vast templos of pleasure, in which the Romans
revelled like gmﬁy nnd in whoss veluptuous at-

here Rome’s destruction ripened. A gninst
the black walls, and among the broken &llm
I found roses in luxuriant bloom, and this re.
minded me that here the poet Shelley wrote
his “ Prometheus Unbound.”

The lofty dome of the Pantheon opens to.
ward heaven in almost its first grandeur, defy-
ing the devastations of Time. I beautiful
pavement seems yot little worn by the tread of
unnumbered generations, and the wajestie pil-
lars of its portico bear up grandly under the
woight of more than eighteen genturies. The
attempt to christianize the Pantheon, and like
places in Rome, by the introduction of altars
and shrines, glaring pictures and bedizened
statues of saints, has in my opinion, signally
failed. Their character remains sternly and
obstinately pagan. The ghosts of the dead
deities flit around them still. They are forever
haunted by the sensuous, voluptuous, imperious,
wagnificent, old Roman spirit. Amid the stern
simplicity of these sublime roine, the taste in-
voluniarily resents the acoessorics And parades
of the theatrical Catholie worship, as it might
somé monstrous anachronism in puel-g or art.
Even the crosses and shrines in the Coliseum
soem but pious impertinences, and the arrogant
triumphing of a new faith; and I own that |
find it impossible to see the diminutive soldiers
und effeminate priests of to-day in the Forum,
or the ruined temples of the old heroes and di-
vinities, without a desire to have them swept
away, and their places filled by stalwart fol-
.lluwurs of Mars and manly worshippers of

ove.

Among the most interesting antiquities of
Rome are the Columbaria, on the Appian Way.
These subterranean tombs are so called, from
their consisting of tier on tier of niches, like
pigeon-holes, where the ashes of the dead are
stored—some in elassic urns, but most in round
enrthen receptacles, with covers, very like pre-
serve-pots or pickle-jars. You ean thrust your
haud into slmost any one of these, and bring
it up full of the ashes and bony fragments of
somebody, or something. In these economical,
gregarious sepulchres, were deposited all that
stood fire of the slaves and inferior officers of
the imperial and princely houses, Over every
niche is an in tion, and beside many of the
urns and jnrua?a.mp and & small vessel for
containing wine.

The dest view | have yet had of the
city u.nﬂ-t;rroundin country was from the
tower of the Ca.piln% There it lay beneath
me, in one vast, magoificent circle. Rome!
Rome! the fact that | am indeed in its midst,
which seems to come to andlpn- from my mind
in o sort of ebb and flow of realization, broke
upon me then almost overpoweringly.

“No moro the dream, the longing-
The pilgrim strays at last

Amid thy haunted temples,
Thou city of the past,

Whose eagles oneo made darkness
Where'er their wings unfurled —

Whose soven hills propped a glory
That domed the ancient world.”

I wrote those lines some time last year, for
another—little dreaming what a fow months
would bring forth for me. Almost prophetic
they seemed when I stood on that high tower,
and looked down on those seven hills, on the

ellow Tiber, on the Tarpeian Rock, on the

antheon, the Coliseum, the noble arches of
Constantine, Titus, and Septimus Beverus—on
the beautiful ruins of the temples about the
Forum, and the dark mass of crumbling ma-
sonry, of undistinguishable fragments of col-
umns, arohes, und vaults, called, as though in
bitter mock of greatness, the Palace of
the Casars. ith these mingled, yet forever
distinet, was modern Rome, ﬁaaded Ly that
consecrated wonder and splendor of the world,
St. Peter's.  Out heyond the city walls our
onger gaze was directed to plains and mount-
aing, and ancient places, whose names were fa-
miliar as school-house words—Latium, Etruria,
the Camp of Hannibal, the Sabine Hills, the
Alban Mount, Frascati, Tusculum, and far
away over the desolate campagnas, Tivali. But
I soon turned from the distant to the near, and
looked long and thoughtfolly down upon the
Forum and the Colissum, once the point of
the highest architectural sgendor the world
could boast. Soon from those glorions frag-
ments and colossal intimations my mind grasp-
ed large conceptions of Rome's prondest times.
The broken arches of the Coliseum scemed to
fill vut again, and the vast amphitheatre to
enelose its shouting thousands. The fallen and
buried columos about the Forum seemed to
arise from the dust, and range themselves in
their old accustomed places. Priests and ves-
tals seemed ministering st sculptured altars,
to which the long-banished deities had de-
scended. The warlike brothers sat curbing
their fierce steeds—Vesta in her white purity,
and Minerva in the calm majesty of wisdom,
stood again beforo their worshippers, and Jupi-
ter sat sublime in his ancient temple.

And the host of the historical recollections
of Rome—the men®irs of battles, and tri-
umphs, and sieges, and revolutions—how they
stormed upon the heart ! Scenes in the vieto-
rious, disnstrous, splendid and gnilt{ reigns of
her Emperors, the countless tumults aod in-
surrections of her republics, seemed to pass
before me. | saw the Forum now surging
with an assembled populace, excited to frenzy
by the words of some powerful orator, now
brilliant with some sacred festival, now gor-
geous with the triumphal course of an army
returned from foreign conqguests, the victorious
leader standing, Inurel-crowned, in his chariot,
followed hy ives in chaing, and slaves bear-
ing spoil ; and now | beheld it overrun with
barbarisn hordes, slaying, pillaging, and de-
stroying, till the night closed in blood snd
flame.

Over that Via Sacra, how many of those
whom the world counts mmong her im
have walked! Horace, and Virgil, and Cicero,
and Catallus. and Brutus and Cwmsar, and
Mark Antony, and Cato, and Coriolanus, and,
it may be, Poter and Panl.

The “chnste Lucretia” must have trod

those stones, and Brutus's hercio Portia; the
“nohle Volumnia,” the hi led Cornelia,
and the hapless Virginia. stern Virginius

passed here daily, and near by he struck down
# hase tyrant throogh the tender heart of his
child—surely the grandest sacrifice to freedom
and virtue in the annals of time.

| have thought best to reserve all I have to
suy of modern for other times. As yet,
I have comparatively little interest in things
around ma not bolmginfiotha remote past—
that sepulchre of the old m of this lovely
land. So my letter goes to-day & sad
midat of shadows—flies to you
like & rook from ruins. Hoping that you will

Grace Grexnwoon,
el —
« La Faverre, INoiana, Dec. 8, 1852,
To the Editor of the National Era :

I ive, by many e of sentiment
in mu,thu tl:!u a strong feeling in
favor of m“ii.‘ our efforts in the Anji.
very cause, or, in other words,
uest Presidential ign now. |
favor of thi

throughout the coming four years must do great
good in many ways. Our work s of & differ-
ent character from that of tho old parties. It
consists in the persevering, forcible improession
of right principles upon the minds of the com-
munity, rather than in any particular rush of
holding great eonventions, raising poles, and
the like. We should have a snitable number
of local papers established, and well supported
by advance pay on all subscriptions. These
ruhlicatitma, together with the National papers,
wing generally taken by our friends, should
be loaned and distributed to outsiders as much
as possible, thereby giving all an opportunity
to note the doings of Congressmen and others
in office.

While I am upon the subject of publications,
allow me to make s few suggestions in regard
to the National Era. It appears to mo that
you ean afford to put your price for single sub-
scribers at $1.50, and then I!Iu quite well at the
business. | see what you have said in your
paper of the 25th ult. ; still, your reasons do not
seem conclusive that the price should not be
lowered 50 eents. Your subscription list, aid-
ed by cheap postage, would undoubtedly be
much ine , perhaps enough to nearly or
quite make up for the loss on reduction of price.
Your local agents would probably, in fower in-
stances, charge the commission, and even that
might be lowered. Your increused civeulution
would wot materially injure the local papers.
In regard to the matter of the Era, many of
your subscribers are of the opinion that its ex-
tensive usefulness might be inereased by omit-
ing the fictitious reading, und, instead thereof,
substituting & more extended attention to the
moral and religious branches of our enterprise.
We think there is a sufficiency of fuct and ar-
E:-munt, having & direct bearing upon the well.

ing of mankind, for this life and that which
is to come, to fill your sheet profitably, with-
out resorting to the imagination of any ro-
mance-writer. A large proportion of your
readers nre professed Christinns—members of
different religious denominations in which sla-
very is permitted ; many of them are sincerely
Anti-Slavery, but have not had their attention
particularly called to church action. They
scarcely seem to realize the fuct that their own
Christinn  brethren, with whom they are in
church-fellowship, are actually holding, and
claiming the right to hold, other members of the
same Christian body, as slaves. We think the
Anti-Slavery eause cannot triumph in the Goy-
ernment while slavebolding is permitted in the
principal churches of the nation. If this posi-
tion ig correct. it becomes necessary to carry
forward the religious branch of our enterprise,
even in case it were only o accomplish a polit-
ical regeneration. Your position being noutral
a4 to religious denomination, gives you an o
portunity to labor with good effect in this Lﬁ-
rection, nnd it is to he hoped that duty may
appear plain.

‘ruly yours, for all righteous reform,

Wo are willing to hear suggestions of all
sorts from our friends—and then we must be
regalated by our own judgment.

In relation to the price of the Era, we know
what it costs to print it, and have fixed our
terms accordingly. We can make no change.
Our elub terms are as liberal as we can afford.

As it respects the character of the reading
in the paper, we have had the advantage of an
experience of some seventeen years. Were wo
to conduct the Era acoording to the notions of
our correspondent, it might be a very useful
paper, but its subscription list would go down
below zero. Some of us like dry discussion—
some are always inqairing, et bono !—more are
digposed to mingle the useful with the agree-
able. We do not edit a paper for philosophers,
or divines, or politicians, or stutesmen, nlone,
but for the People—alheit there may be some-
thing in it even for those respectable classes.

As to fiction, we had thought that the pub-
lication of Unele Tom's Cabin would forover
silence ohjection on that score.  That work of
fiction, in our opinion, has done more for [ree-
dom, than all the syllogisms on the subject
that have appeared in our paper. Man i a
being of taste and imaination, and affootions,
as well a8 logic—and he who would gain se-
oess to him only through one faculty, has mis-
apprehended his constitution, and the ways of
God —Ed. Era,

THE CHILDEEN OF LIGHT:

A Theme for the Times. By Caroline Clissebiry', au-
thor of * Len, a Pilgrimage,” &e. Now York  Pub
lished by Redfield. Washington - eold by Tuylor
& Maury. One vol, 374 pp.

Thia is certainly an ambitions title ; and we
see no congruity between the title and the con.
tents of the hook, which, like [sa, secms de-
signed to show forth the wretehedness of woman
under tho present conditions of society, The
story is a very simple one, and is but the thread
on which to string the sentiments of the author.
Asin Phillips, the heroine, is & poor orphan,
educated by the charity of Mr. Maderon, with
his two deughters, and whose lifo is spent in
taking eare of u poor blind uncle and a half-
idiot aunt. She is full of talent, aud, like [sa
in the Pilgrimage,of original and bold aspira-
tions. She is desoribed, “an Amazonisn in
stature, which seemed to her the only fitting
tabernacle for the spirit that was in her to
dwellin. * #* # There was a lofty pride
in the expression of her strange Lluok eyes—a
piercing, penctrating power, that was'not to
be geinsaid. [d the very ful of life whe
must live, if it all. Fettered ns OW Wk
she might exist, but such an existfMee ns she
would scorn to call life””  And this is a speci-
men of the intensified style of mush of this
work.

There is in this book, asin lsa, & priest of
Nature—* the world's propbet of & new and
better Covenant,” page 306, whose rhapsodies
are given at length on puges 266 to 278. He
deems “ the universe of books as a stupendous
monument, that proclaims the stupendous ig-
norance and folly of the race " page 270. But
we are told by him, for our encouragement,
there is o “ better time’’ coming, “ when men,
rejuvenated, regonerated, will no wor-
ship ideal Max, (referving to J be-
fore alluded to in this paragraph,) butinstead,
the Truth, Nature " —page 273,

Asia, the heroine, is sedaced by a consin of
the Maderons, a young lawyer, who marries
Rlanche, whereupon Asin seeks to drown her.
self, and is saved by Vesta : and with this event
the book closes.

In order that our readers may understand
Mins Chesebro's views of marriage, wo give an
extract from a letter written hy the lady who
marries Borland, the Priest of Nature. The
letter is too long to be copied entire:

4 [ never answered this, ohild—yes, ‘child!’
for I'm older than you, and to-day am to marry
@ tencher '—but this morning, us yon will see,
I oannot avoid doing 0.  You meant by ‘love’
that which hss to do with marringe,
the problem which matrimony endevors to
solve ; and therefore the query nnd the longing

do you honor. Yet 1 feel to-day

m m and immensely significant the word

‘love’ is It is more all other worda to

me. It is the essence of sll language. | am

content that the word should be monopo-
by one ides. Yea to make the matter
and bring us to & climax, | do believe
to be the wllima thule of ? wonl;:;r::e
recollect, o

- Nobler q‘l?nlt:?,“ ‘p r's, more

dignifying ‘ orown name,’ could

T

H

never be given to man or woman. Marringe,
'h:-mz one of the institutions established by
Gov tux_Love, in, therefore, * honorable ' and
‘holy”  But by no menns does it follow that
marriage is the embodiment or aheorbing prin.
ciple of love. Not even on thir duy do Ft ink
it is80. No thought, or relation, or form, es
tablished among human beings, can ahsorh or
bo that divioe principle. Since love is the great
reality or fact of the Highest—since Love ore-
ated, redeemed, upholds, and suves us—the
heart of man or woman can surel y glow with
no higher, or nohler, or purer emotion. Should
not that be the wiima thule of a woman's ex-
istence, the very watchword of her life, which
18 the congueror of Death, sud the reality of
that blessedness which liea beyond death ¢ 0
Vesta, darling, take not this holiest word from
my lips, this highest thought from my heart, or
I am indeed powerless, dumb, and dead '

We cauld wish the talents of Miss Chesebro
were devoted to teach better things than we
find in this book : hut we rest in the full nssur-
ance of faith, that a loving wifs, with n group
of children around her knees will never sigh
for & wider sphere of usefulness und happiness
than her own fireside. Indeed. so strong is our
coavietion of this great and jast suth, that we
would respectfully urge Miss Chesebro’, and
ull who sympathize with her, to bring this

matter to the instant test of experience. *
For the Natioual Era
A BTORY OF DOMESTIC LIFE
BY CATHARINE LELUYARD =

CHAP. ¥V

Her father was in the hall when she re-
tarned home.

“ Why, child,” he said, “how oould you ven-
ture out in the storm? [t is the most impru-
dent thing | ever hoard of "

“Fanny sent for me,” she snswored

“l forgot about that—how did you find
!]I‘r ' Ly

“ Much better than | expeteed; she talked
with me a long time ; but | suppose she is very
low, notwithstanding. Mrs. Allward told me
that the Doctor said she could not last more
than a few days, ut furthest”

“Poor Fanny! it makes me sad to think of
her,” said Mr.{;iudlay. “ Do yon make haste
and change your wet things, or we shall have
you sick, too.”

Grace obeyed, and in the quiet of her own
room thought over what had passed; but re-
flection waa of no service to her. She ecould
form no conolasions, make no resolves. Mean-
while it grew dark, and she wua summoned to

Continaed

.
“Nuy that | have a headache, Calista, and
prefor to remain Liere ; or, stay, perhaps a oup
of tea will do me good. | will come in n fow
minutes,”

She was quiet und abstructed durng the
menl.

“You look really ill, dear,"” said her mother,
kindly ; * the wenather was very bad to-day,
and | am afraid you have taken cold. There
is a little fire kindled in your roow, and | think
you had better go to bed immediately ”

Graoce withdrew, glad of uny exouse for being
alone. Seated by the bedside, she leaned her
barning forehead on the pillow, and strove to
collect her soattered thoughts into some defi-
nite aim or purpose. At one time, she would
almost resolve to confess all, und entreat her
parents’ forgiveness ; but ever in the way stood
those deceitful words, “He is all to me now
that he ever will be.” What madnessit seemed
to have uttered them! Yot sho had even con-
gratulated herself on that one bold stroke,
which had silenced her fathor's iuguiriea, and
warded from ler sl susploion. Il it wore not
for that single falsehood! But bow eould she
scknowledge that! No—it was impossible.
But, again, what if Fanny should betray her
if her tather should know all, without her in-
tervention! She would then have not even the
merit of repentance.  Yet, aftor all, it might
be that her lust words had frightened Fundy
out of her rpur!nm, ani in that cass, all would
be well. [t would be a great pity to lay her-
self open, by a hasty confession, to the contempt
and anger whigh she felt assured would be her
portion when the truth was known. * Fanuoy
cnnnot last long” she thought, “the Doctor
stid only o fow days; and when she is gone,
there is no danger. It is botter to wait—yes,
I will wait.”” A fesling of horror came over
her at the idea of thus speculating on her
friend’s death ; but sho hamshed it, ly remen-
bering that it made no difference about the
matter ; Fanny would not die s day sooner in
consequence : und, at any rate, it was no moro
than natural that she should think of her own
intarest.

While she sat thus, trying to reconcile to hey
ndgment—not her eor the she
ad rosolved upon, the hall door opened ; voices
were hoard, sod & moment alterward her
father passed out; sho knew his step, s it
echoed on the pavement. A feeling of despair
came over hor; she was sure that Faony had
sent for him ; and, if so, what hope was left?

Shu tried to com herself, by thinking that
perhaps a friend had called for him; or it
might beu m on business—he often went
out in the evening ; but it was in vain. [nable
longér to endure nse, she went down,
hoping to loarn from her mother the causo of
his nbsonce. Mrs. Lindley had retired for the
night; sho had been unwell all day, Calista
said, and, s the evening went on, felt too ill
to mit up.  Grace was obliged to return, unsat-
isfied and anxious.

“It in all sottled now,” she said, with a des-
rite effurt at ealmness. ' If Fanny has sent
or him, it is too late to hglp it.”  She took up
a hook, and tried to read; Ent always hetween
her eyes and the page came the vision of u
pale, wasted girl, tolling in & low voios her
story of wrong and falsehood, whilo & stern
man sat hy, and listened in susterest silence.”
The hours went on ; the clock struck late
into the night, and still Grace watched and
waited.

At lnst there was s sound, 8 of & key grating
in the lock. Yos, her father had come—ahe
hoard his stops nlong the hall and on the stair-
onse—thoy newred hivr voom.
Another moment, and the door —he
was thers.  One look at his face told that be
knew all, and with & choking terror in her
breath she sunk back in the ohair.

Nothing like & scene followed that despair-
ing silence—when people are in earnest, they
muke no parade of their emotion—th not
vent their angoer or their grief in well-turned
sentences—fow words suffice their need. So it
WIS nOw,
Grace remained motionless, her eyes fixed
on the ground, her whole nature concentruted
into shame and torror.  Her father looked st
har, and his face grew more cold and stern.
“Gruoce,” he said, and at the words her
heart gave a sudden leap, “I have heard
strange things to-night: Fanny wis not terri-
fied by your parting words, it seems, snd she
haa told me all—=your marnage—your corres-
pondence—everything. She did bher best to |
exouse you—to muke your fault sppesr par-
donable—but it 'l.lh: m tukl; :r:d need-
ed more skill than A »
ocould handle the subjest mare luoudull;.zm
Graoce looked st him in wonder ; this was not
what she expooted. J
“1 have hean a long time,” he continu-
od: “you must bave found it tedious, niﬁ:r
here alone. It is as well, however ; you are al-
ready up, sud oso immediately
paoking your trunks. The Cumberland stage
through at thres o'clock to-mmorrow morn-
i her—I bave sngaged

you to N——; after that, your husband
will care for you, no doubt. | will be st
dowhn.:‘huhb'bnw tbr;;u?.ud ex-

o en !
Plo-l‘aldﬂlu’“m nat stupetiod with
astonishment. Could this be all?
No, ho was returni he had re-
lontod—if he only w reproach hor! only
show some feeling !

“You need oot see your mother,” he said. 1
can give her your adien.  You can at least af-
ford to leave her in the enjoyment of the lnst
peaceful rest she is likely to know.” He turn
ed away, but Grace sprung forward and threw
herself at his feet in an agony of supplication

“You can rise,” was the solo reply. * I have
sense enough left to cast the viper from me
when | feel its sting.”

Two hours later, Grace moved at her father's
side aloug the silent stroot—n porter followed
with the trunks. Bafore the stage-house stood
the Cumberland coach, its lamps hurning dim-
ly through the mjsty air—the j:'\--.-r was upon
the box.

An ostler brought out the steps, and, with
his aid, Grace entered the ponderous vehicle
I'he driver eracked his whip, the conch rolled
heavily awsy, and the stern father walked
homeward through the darkness and the fall-
ll'l‘: riin.

CHAP. VI

The set to which Henry Seymour had the
honor of belonging, and in whick he shone con-
spicuous, consisted of & number of uncommon-
ly “fast” young men, who lived frecly and
played high, who were connoissours in wine
and lLorses, and exquisites in dres, and whoso
mociely, MOreover, wis excecdingly congeuial to
8 person of Lis teates and habits,

Oue of theswe gentlemen, a Mr. Bradshawe,
gave s magnificent champagne supper on the
vecasion of some great triwmph in the betting
line. Among the choioe spirits who sarround-
ed the festive board wos Grace's husband. It
wis growing late; the wine had circulated
freely, and 18 influenge was beginuning to be
felt among the company, who passed rapidly
from good-fellowship to uproarious merriment.
Henry Seymour was in the midst of a baccha-
nal song, o true Dithyrambic, in which he was
socompunied by the cheers of his auditors
when o kuock st the door caused n moment's
vessation in thoir mirth.

“A mossage for Seymour,” reported Mr
Bradshawe, who bad rison to learn the cause of
the interruption.

A message for me,”" thought that gentle-
man, with anxious recollection of the unpaid
bills in his pocket.  There was no dun in wiit-
ing, however : it was anly o servant belonging
to the hotel.  The relief ho experienced ut the
sight of the familinr face was very great.

* What do you want with me, William " he
inquired.”

* Plense step out into the hall, sir. There's
u Indy that wants to see you in the back par-
lor, and she sent word to have you gome ns
soon s you could—u young lady, sir, and very
pretty.”

“Who the deuce can it be, at this time of
night?" thought Seymour, on his progress
down the stairs.

A woman, sitting by a window of the back
sarlor, turned s he cotered ; the light of a
smp on the table foll full upon her features, sud
he recognised his wife

“Why, Grace! ' he exclaimed, in unmixed
astonishment, “ what in the world brought you
here?"

Grace Lad felt, throughout her journey, o
dread of informing Seymour of the state ol af-
fairs . she had an instinetive knowledge that
he would be smazed, perhaps ungry with her.
This greeting did not tend to reassure her; she
trembled visbly, snd some minutes passed bLo-
fore she found courage to reply.  Seymour sat
down by her ; he talked gently and softly, and
by degrecs drew from her the history of the
last fow days.

“@Good Heavens!™ he cried, as the full ex-
tent of the misfortune hroke upon him, “what
fools we were!  We might have known how it
would end ; of conrse, suoh & thing could never
be kept secret!”

Poor Grace—thrust forth by her father, this
was the weloome sha received from her hus-
band.  Under ordinary cireumstances she
might huve given a haughty and defiant an-
swer; but now, overcome by fntigue and dis-
tress of mind, all pride was forgotten ; she
loaned her hoad on the edge of a table near ot
hand, and burst into unrestrained weeping.
Seymour was soltened by her tears,

“My darling Grace,” he said, “ you must
not pay any atteniion to my hasty words, |
sincerely beg your purdon. The fuct is, [ am
in & very awkward position, and | don't know
which way to turn.  There is not even n place
where we cun talk the matter over ; any one in
the hall could hear every word we say. Then
those fellows up stairs are expecting me over,
moment.  T'll toll you what to do,” he addol.{
after some refloction, * yon must stay hero and
amuse yourself 08 well as you ean—it is 8o lute
that you will not be interrupted—I will exouse
mysell to Bradshawe, and come buek as soon as
passible. | ennnot leave abruptly, as it would
excite observation. und that would spoil every-
thing"

L 111 hope yon will not lenve me here, alone,”
gaid Grace, timidly. “IF yon koew what o look
that servant gave me whon | asked for you!
Oh, Henry, | ll::v'l s0 insulted, 8o humilinted ”

“You must excuse him ; you sea that your
coming here in the dead of night wonld look
rather queer to any one who did not know
about you; and, of course, nobody here dreamt
that you wre my wife. Well, smoe you feel
unwil{ing to bo left alone, T will engage & room
for you, and you must make yourssll' as com.
fortable us possible till I come back.”

The room was soon ready, and Grace was
left to think over the events of her reception,
Seymour rejoined his companions, He felt
himself a very ill-used, unfortunate man. By
an odd porversion of ideas, he regarded Graoco us
in some way the instigator of their seoret mar-
ringe, and himsell ns 4 victim inveigled into
the ing. Such being the case, he wis
justly indignant st haviog ber thrust upon

im—in the very hour, too, of his extremest
need. Ad for keeping her with him, that was
out of the question; his debts smounted to
more than all his earthly possessions would
bring in the market, nnd it was useless to look
for help from his father.  Graoco must go home
again, and nobody should knew of the connee-
tion between them till some future time, (in-
definite,) when they could live ns beonme people
of their station. He now realized what a lﬁly
sot their marriage bad boen ; why could they
not have waited just us well without it?

When, at last, he withdrew from the conviv-
inl uus, and sought Grace, to arrsnge with
hu;l :“;mdm of wt::l;ol::d was in a :ﬁm irri-
table —gquite di to say h thin,
and find fault on every hund ; b{u the li‘ht':l'
tho fair, sad face, which he had known so
biright and cheerful, moved his heart to pity.
“My dearest Grace,” ho said, drawing her
tenderly toward him, “how | wish we could
stay together ; we might then loave your father
to come to his senses in his own good time.
But us it is, my love, | don’t support myself,
and [ cannot see m{ way but to write to him,
sod ask him to take you buck again. You
must send @ very sloquent letter, and say all

that ‘”‘"43‘ likely to move him. You
surprised, Grace ; but, upon my honor, | know
of no other way to mmsp"’

d thing but that!” she excluimod, pas-
i ;"%uwmlh;bimwhkem
back? Oh, Hmrg;pu should not ask me o
do it. It would be of no servies, either; he

will never forgive me us long us he lives ; | felt
that the night he sent me from him.”

"H& wa .:Wb&f.' you m,h 2
od Seymour; © A worry enough i
I dare sny, and will be delighted with » m
SO h m.t. " lﬂll."
“[ shall nover give him the exouse,” she an-
!wl?d;"ifhehd heen morciful, or even just
in his

" his futher

into business, | can toll you. As I said before
I have not paid exponses sinos I came here
Very unluckily, oo, my father is a good deal
vexed just now, at having some bLills of mine
forwarded to him: so that | am really afraid
to risk this new demand upon his purse.  Yet
there is no other resource *

“Yes there s, said Grace, “| can teach
musie, or give deawing lessons, and we ean be
vory economical”’

“Indeed! as if [ would have my wife a musie
teacher! You must not think of such & thing
No, we must wait ; | will write to the Governor
in & day or two. He will be angry enough, at
firat . but he'll eool off after & while, and come
down with something handsome, I've no doubt
So ¢heer up, darling : [ cannot bear to see you
look w0 sorrowful.”

“I do not like to be dependent upon your
futher,” uhjected Grace; “is there no other
way ' We could be very pradent '——

“Yes, if we had anything to he pradent upon
If 1 could not take care of myself. | cannot of
yoir: and, as to being dependent on him, he is
our father, and wo are his children, and we
should huve it all, sowe day, ot any rate. It is
voly generous to give him a chance o sco us
enjoy 1t

Graoe smiled, and said oo more, A plan had
suddenly entered hor wind, hy which she boped
to render bersell] al lowst, uite indepsadent of
unwilling aid.

“ How surprised those fellows will be when |
introduce them to my wife,” said Seymour
“you must look your best, Grace, and do eredit
to my choice.”

And she did. so far us brillianoy and beaut
were concerned.  She loved Seymour with l]yl
the strength of & first affection ; with him, she
forgot her father’s anger, almost her mother’s
sorrow | when he spoke, the “still small voice ™
of Conseience was unbeeded.  She would not
look forward into the future, nor back into the
past—the prosent, with its wealth of joy and
love, sufficed her.

Seymonr wis very well content ; the friends
whom he had presented to his wifo were in
raptures with her : he wes pougratulated as
very llh‘ky fellow, nnd informed that he did
guite right to secure such o prize, in any way
tlhnl. offered. It was astonishing how much
Grave's charms inereased in his eves when he
found that every one else ndinired her.  Then,
she was entirely devoted to him; and the sume
thing that in an upattractive woman would
have been pronounced a bore, flattered his
vanity and raised his soll-osteem when it came
from Ler.  He began to think himsell as fortu-
nate a8 people called him, and was in excellont
bumor with the whole world—except. perhaps,
his tradesmen, whom he found it hard to satisty
with promises instead of pay.

For some weeks after Graoe's arrival, they
boarded in the —— Hatel, the most expensive
house in the city. Seymour had enough by
him to carry them through s month or two,
and hy that time he hoped for supplies from
He was of a very hopeful torn of
mind, and no sooner found courage to state to
that ﬂ‘n,-ﬂnb‘l] pavent the difficulties in which
he was wvolved, than those difficulties seemed
to vanish, A pleasing conviction grew upon
him, that the old gentleman wuuﬁl‘ ufter a
little unimportant wrath, agree to make the
best of things, and send on his benedietion, and
a check filled out in goodly numbers.  Then
they would go to honsekeeping—Grace’s futher
would relent, and she would enter society. Oh,
yes, it was all very nicely and pleasantly ar-
ranged.

But the “old gentleman did not relent so
specdily, and Seymouor's financial affuirs ap-
prosched a erisin.  In & mood of heroic self-
sterifice ho poarted with his fine horse, his vostly
dressing-cnse, and various expensive articles of
bijouterie ; his diamond shirt-buttons were re-
placed by plain gold studs, and his splendid
chrangmoter Ly one of simple make nml choap
wmaterinl.  This done, he was quite 1 funds,
and felt Limself equal to any emergency. In
vain did Gruce represont the propriety of mov-
ing to a less oxpensive abode ; Seymour nssured
her that his fither's letter would arrive belore
the money was half gone; and, even if it did
not, he could manage, '{I‘he recent unusual
offort at solf-donial nspired him with great
confidence in his own resources,

Grace wrote te her mother, stating that she
was well, aud guite happy, and longed to hear
from home. It thers had boen none but Caro-
line to read the letter, or kuow its contents, she
would have smid what she felt—that she re-
gretted her disobedience, and wished much for
u reconciliation. She feared, however, that her
father would think shie meant to ask for ks
forgiveness, and that sho had determined never
to do. Stil], she looked earnestly for her moth-
er's reply, hoping that it wonld contain some
kind word, some message thut would be & har-
binger of peace and forgiveness,

When her hushiund entered their room, one
morning, with a letter in his hand, she started
up joyfully : but, nlas! it was nnl; the sxpocted
epistle from her futher in-law.

“1 have not opened it yor,” said Seymour
“1 thought we would have the pleasuro of
rending it together.”

“ Are you sure that it containg good nows 1"
asked Grace

“Why, yes—I Lopa =0, at Jenst. Wao shall
soon see how it is, st any rate”’

He ran his eye rapidly over the sheet,

@ Dear son '—* much surprised and dinrlnu—
od, hut reflection has convinced me’'—' Miss
Lindley is & charming girl'—<lot that go, we
enn rond it afterwards; here is the important
point: ‘1 shall now mnke you a yearly allow-
anoe, sufficient to enahle you to keep house, or
board, in & plain, respectable manner’—the
devil! “If you have the elements of success in
your charactor, Yo Cia Boun mwake Your in-
come what you wish it. Many a young man
who has started in life without a penny, and
without half your talents, hos made a fortune
merely by patient industry sod attention to
business ; it will be strunge, therefore, if you
eannot mnke one, with the very material aid
which this allowanos will give you. You must
expect no further ussistance from me; if you
do as you ean and ought, you will not it;
and us for encouraging you in indolent, extrav-
wnnt. hiabita, [ have done that long enough.’

hat prosing—whon will he come to the
point!  Ah, here it is: “The sum | have fixed
upon as suitable is —— hundred a year '——

“The old miser!” cried Seymour, throwing
down LMM in |c;lingnmr.: “does he think we
cnn subsist upon that beggarly pittance, —
h;lndr:d n ;m? Ya;.] it mf! {u ua very
‘plainly and respoctably '—u cheose- par-
ings. {Rmnngnnl habits !’ w}m gunrded
:{uinat them ;mstltly offectually this time! It's

ameful-—perfectly outrageoos,”

“1 do not think so, at all,” remonstrated
Graoe ; “your father has done more than we
had any right to expect. And, look, you were
in such haste that you did not read the elosing

paragraph ; he says he will pay all your debta
up to the lEu."

Y Does indeed ! They are n good deal
larger than ho thinks for, that is one comfort.
I should like to see him when the hills come
in. Good Lord! what u rueful fuce h'll wear!

“You do very wrong to wpenk of your father
in WAy, race, seriously, t
in that way,” ssid G iously, “and i
lur?rim me to hear you.”

“You do very wrong to take your husband
up in that way,” returncd Seymour, mimicking
hér tone; “and it s me to henr you.
Wha would have tof your being the one
to n.;uule ‘Honor your father and " e

“Why not?” sho usked, somewhat nottled
at his tone.

" Boeause ym'u' example hardly earried out

bade me |
time, If 1
likened me, |/

more completely spurned.
Now he most make the advances ; everything
mﬁmhhﬁn;luuﬂnumtho
M'ﬂdmﬁﬂol,lo,miflmwuyw

d H.l’
e saw that her resolution was fixed.

 What are we to do, then 1" he asked. “ It

ia very slow work for & young lawyer to get
.

. I fe mand-
1;'.‘.'{.".32}. v b g o
hand” And he raised the jowelled fingers to

his i

a.ﬁm half offended ; yet, nashe told her-
self, she had no right to be so; she had onl
heard the truth, and it was not unkindly u

'[10 8K CONTINUED, |
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LORD MORPETH'S PREFACE TO AN ENGLISH
EDITION OF UNCLE TOM'S CARIN

The following Prefuce to an edition of Uncle
Tom's Cabin, recently published in London
was written by Lord Morpeth, Earl of Carlisle

I bave been requestod to write a fow lines of
Prefuce for a reprint of that very remarkable
hook, Uncre Tom’s Canin.  However flattered
I might have felt by sueh a proposal, under
any eireumetances, I should probably have de.
elinod to comply with it, if' it bad reforred to
nny other hook, or any other suhjeot.

For, frst, with regard to the book—
[ts merits, in point of composition, and in its
avowed charaoter of a work of fiotion, though
founded upon an actual state of sooiety, and
phases of cotemporary events and charaoters,
sro sufficiently patent to every class of its
nearly unparallelod amount of readers, In this
mrticular alone, its sppearance has made a
ind of epoch in the literary, as well as, I trust,
in the moral history of the time. The mention
of the hare reading would, indeed, afford a most
inadeguate mensuro of the extraordinary im-
pression which it has made upon the publie
mind and sympathy.  Few are tho sooioties in
which it has not for some time past formed the
staple topio of eonversation; and 1 have had
the opportunity of knowing, in startling con-
trust, of the violent outhurst of tears which it
has excited in some of the loftiest regions of
our soeinl life, and in the ohseure cottages of
hard-working and unpolished laborers and
miners,

It would he ensy, if it wore not wholly super-
fluous, to dilute on the qualities which have
produced such a conourrence, and such an in-
tensity of interest nnd admiration—the gay
binmor, the tender pathos, the skill, ko various,
80 delioate, so masterly, displayed in the delin-
ontion of uhnrm-.tnr-msl{ing to tha readers
their foremost favorites, hut surely withont any
degree of servile imitation,  In" Aunt Chloe,
and much of the interior ceonomy of the Shelly
household, and erpecinlly in the bright, blue-
eyed Eva, bave wo not repeatod glimpses of
Mr. Charlea Dickens® In the tea-table dia-
logue of the Ohio Senator and his wifie, und in
the selfportraying complaints of Mrs, St
Clare, aro we not vividly reminded of our ad-
mirnble Misa Auston? | think Topsy may
chullenge the honors of entire originality. But
behind and above all these playtul graces or
brilliant gifts of the author, 'i’ike her own Ni-
agarn’s muin torrent behind its silver spray, its
emerald crest, its saffron rainbow, rushes and
thunders on her mighty woral, the stream of
m-nrn_'hnlming. irresistible, eterninl Truth.

Neithor will T be tempted to pause upon a
point whieh | mado the subject of vespectfil
romonstrance in n lotter which | addiessed to
the writer, in thanking her for the copy of her
work she hind heen good enough to send to me
I refor to what appeared to me a singular want
ol knowledge, and. therefore, a failure of jus.
tioe, in wpeaking of the general condition of our
poor in England.  To us, who know what the
real state and fiacts of the case are, this is of
compuratively little importance ; and as thero
8 much, undoubtedly, for us to mend, it may
net ba amiss that we should have matters
shown to us under a still darker shadow than
legitimntoly nttends them. It in of importance,
however;thut the pruiurielrm of slaves should
not be encouraged to lay the unction to their
sonls, that the common run of meohanics and
laborers of England are on  levol of suffering
and ation with the slaves on a rice
swamp in Curoling, or at & sugar-crop time in
nl:i:ﬂm. u‘!‘hikn line of argument has heen

L y taken u n very aocomplished
fmmina, Mr. He ]'::.’in n ;:per wh-’;h has
appeared in Fraser's Mogazine, and 1 hnve
reason 0 know that Mra, Boocher Stows hns
expressod herself on the subject with the fair-
ness and candor which might be expected from
her. [ am convinced that the motive which
princ:jnll guided her was n wish not to leave
out of sight sny ground upon which the advo-
oates of slavery might fuirly, or even plausibly,
rest; and she states that her own point of view
was matorially influenced, | must say ver -
urally, Ly the representations ounui“n
some of the most popular ourrent literature and
oratory of our own country.

As wus to be expected, the shout of praise
and chorus of approbation with which this
work has been reccived lm::&m uk. genaral
and loud as they have been, are, have still
not been perfectly unsnimous. While noble
Justico Lins been rendered to it by some of the
mwost enlightened organs of publie opinion in
the country, | cannot dissorly my regret that
in the most powerful of all, & notiee of it has
appeared, instinet, s | must say it appeared
to me, with all the susceptibility, the mournes:
end the Jjealouny of the slaveholding nod sla-
mmuin‘ system itself. My chief conso-
lation is, that it did not appear in the same
of the paper, and therefore, | am will-
to fiatter myself, could not have been in-
dithd by the same pens as those articles, which,
more especially within n recent period, and
upon conneoted with q:oru.um of Ev-

Is of English
compouition, have breathed the most generous
spirit of Fuglish freedom.

The only moede in which detraotion ventures
to approach Uncle Tom, is to set out with ad-

mitting the merits of its style and oomposition,
and thon to ¢ it with general ur:;n-
tion. | fear, btedly it is but too true,

a:m“ nature will m.humhr any of its
present us with many t of
Unelo Tom ; nor, I hope, on_the ar"I:nd.
with many of Mr. Legree. But take this hu-
man nature, such as we observe it in the world
immediately around ourselves, such as we foel
it within our own bosoms—put it in contact
with the recognised codes and published luws
ol slaveholding States—impregnate it with the
habita and maxime of the surrounding society
transfor it, apart from check and rvation,
to the remote plantation and obscure barra-
ooon, and without resorting to works of fiction,
or drenms of the ion, work out for
“.Iuvlhbh nml:“l.n me
trivial, of the many
w ounstantly presented Abemselves, one




